ALVIN BORETZ 
75 WILLOW ROAD 
WOODMERE, N.Y.11598 


November 7, 1995 
Dear Lew, 


Do you think Ilene Berg would go for 
this? Would anyone go for it? Why not? It's a 
beautiful love story. The guy is my doctor so 
you know why I have a screw loose myself. 


Please give me a ring a ting after you 
read this and exult. My last few faxes have 
once again disappeared in the legendary Weitzman 
black hole. If you were an astronomer, I could 
accept'but since you are an artists' 
representative, I would appreciate your 
response. ; 
Besides, we haven't spoken in a month 
and you might want to hear my chiropodist's 
report. 


As before, 


"LETTING GO AND HOLDING ON" 


By 


Alvin Boretz 


A_TRUE STORY 


"LETTING GO AND HANGING ON" 


When Marian found out she was going to die she thought 
about hiding it from her husband but it was more an instinct than 
a rational idea. Charlie's colleagues at the hospital were sure 
to let it slip and besides, he would probably run across the 
tests. 

It was typical of her, for all their thirty years 
together she had tried to protect him. Not that he needed it 
but when they had first met, she decided that for too long, 
people, especially his family had kept him under their thumb. 
Charlie was easygoing and wanted to be a good doctor. The blue 
blooded patricians that were his family had in mind that he would 
follow his father and grandfather as medical directors of 
Boston's most prestigious hospital. When Charlie accepted an 
internship at Montefiore Hospital in the Bronx, they strongly 
objected but finally decided that a year couldn't do much harm 
and that he'd be anxious to get back among his own kind. Besides, 
it would deflect criticism that Charlie was taking the easy way 
out as Montefiore was reputed to have a patient population from 
hell. Agreeing to his departure however, was the family's first 
big mistake, for Montefiore was to change his life, since it was 
there that he met the girl who was to become his wife. 

Marian was from the other side of the tracks. In her 


case it was Rockaway Beach in Queens. She wasn't the most 


ies 
beautiful girl but she more than up made for it with 
intelligence, street smarts and a wild, unpredictahle sense of 
humor. When she entered a room, it was hers within minutes. She 
wore her heart on her sleeve and it cared for the whole world. 
Charlie had never known anyone like her. The debutantes he had 
squired never moved their lips. Most of them were dead from the 
neck up and in many cases, below as well. He fell for Marian with 
a crash that resounded all the way up to Boston. 

When he brought her home as his wife, his Grandmother 
went into mourning. That her favorite grandchild, the one who 
would carry on for the family, would marry a Jewish girl was 
beyond her comprehension. It would take years before she would 
even think of accepting Marian. 

They settled in New York where each built a practice. 
He healed the physically sick and she the emotionally 
torn. Each morning he ran for several miles but she smoked 
constantly until Charlie found a spot on her lung and she went 
cold turkey. She seemed home free and they had three kids, one of 
whom became a physician as well. He and Charlie worked for free 
every Monday at a lower east side clinic. 

It was years later the shadow returned. It had only 
lain waiting and now the lung cancer moved in for the kill. 

She went to see Gaby, a patient she had counseled and who wept 
when Marian told her the news. Marian didn't want Charlie to be 
alone and she knew Gaby loved him. He would be hers now and 


Marian asked her to be with him. Gaby protested but Marian said 


she wanted it to happen. 

When she died, Charlie was lost. His practice fell off 
and he looked like hell. For weeks, he stayed at their place out 
on Fire Island. Marian came to him often and he even imagined 
that one great white gull who had taken to hanging around the 
house might have been her spirit. 

Gaby was equally lost for how could she possibly tell 
Charlie that Marian had bequeathed him to her. But then one 
afternoon, as she was leaving her house, she saw a car blocking 
the driveway. She blew the horn and the intruding car slowly 
moved away. As it turned, she caught a glimpse of the driver and 
almost crashed into a tree. It was Marian....well, not 
really...how could it be..but it sure looked like her. 

That afternoon, she drove out and took the ferry to 
Fire Island. Charlie was walking the beach when she found hin. 
She didn't tell him her fantasy but later that night, over a 
light dinner and wine, he confessed as to how he couldn't let 
Marian go and that he had even imagined her spirit as the great 
white gull. 

It wasn't until a year later when they were married 
that each had the courage of admitting what they had imagined but 
then with the confidence of their new life together, they took a 
final daring step. Each ventured that Marian's spirit had indeed 
returned for it would be like her never to leave things 
unsettled. She wanted them to be together even if it took the 


impossible to make it happen. 


